THE MICHAEL 
SCHENKER GROUP 
‘MSG’ 

(Chrysalis CHR 
1336)**** 


THIS is going to cause a few 
arguments. Whatever the 
first Michael Schenker 
Group album might have led 
us to think regarding the 
second Michael Schenker 
Group album, there will be 
some surprises. | guarantee 
it. 

But to begin with, | 
suppose we should be 
grateful. | mean, it’s a minor 
miracle that ‘MSG’ ever 
found its way out of the 
recording studio(s) and onto 
the record shop shelves if 
some of the widespread 
rumours concerning its 
artistic construction are to 
be believed. 

To date, it’s taken 
something over four months 
to reach completion — a 
ridiculous amount of time in 
any circumstances — and, 
obviously, covert 
discussions of Schenker’s, 
er, well-being have been 
flying around faster than 
Party Fours at Reading 
Festival. 

More amusing have been 
the suggestions that Cozy 
Powell spent more time on 
the golf-course than behind 
his drum-kit, that Paul 
McCartney was roped in to 
contribute some bass lines 
because the band had ‘lost’ 
Chris Glen, that producer 
Ron Nevison mysteriously 
mislaid several of Powell's 
bass drum tracks. All 
scurrilous lies, I’m sure, but 
certainly food for thought. 

Nevertheless, ‘MSG’ has 
reached my desk and will, as 
l said, cause surprises. For 
Starters, it could no way be 
described as a heavy metal 
platter. If anything, the 
Schenker/Barden/Raymond- 
/Glen/Powell quintet have 
turned right into the middle 
of the road to study the finer 
points of hard rock music in 
meticulous detail — hence 
there are plenty of finer 
points but not too liberal a 
Sprinkling of raw 
excitement. 

If ball-bustin’, vertebrae- 
wrenchin’, skull-crushin’, 
wig-shakin’ metal thunder is 
your forté, then | doubt that 
‘MSG ‘will fulfil your 
desires. It’s too close to 
Family Entertainment to be 

dirty. 

Clean? Cool? Professional? 
Yes, ‘MSG’ is frankly quite a 
relief to these tired ears. 
Despite the temptation to 

revel in tiresome self- 
indulgence or competitive 
ego-pandering, with so many 
hardened musos in the band, 
‘MSG’ consists of eight 
carefully thought out, 
thoroughly approachable and 
palatable rock songs, pop 
songs even, divided into two 
Sections. Side one packs the 
punches and side two 
apologises for them, 
depending on your point of 
view. 

‘Are You Ready To Rock’ 
kicks off with a flourish. The 
obvious single choice, and 
probably the closest link to 
1980's Schenker Group 
sound, it’s a typical fast- 
moving chant-along with, 
dare I say it, strong Oi 
influences scattered 
throughout. 

Preferable certainly to the 
semi-epic ‘The Attack Of The 
Mad Axeman’, which starts 
off with plenty of purposeful 
vengeance — a vindication 
of Schenker, perhaps? — but 
then proceeds to tie itself up 
into laborious knots by 
chopping and changing the 
tempo indiscriminately. 

‘On And On’, prefixed by 
that excursion into mood 
film theme music 
(something that crops up 
regularly, especially during 
the intro to ‘I Want More’), 

is far more coherent — lush 
even — although the “got no 
place to hide, nowhere to run” 
lines renders the UFO 
Similarities rather too close 
for comfort while ‘Let 
Sleeping Dogs Lie’, the only 
group composition, restores 
the balance, albeit slowly. 

Side two is more 

complicated. Though 1 

ersonally find it more 

“nteresting, it represents an 

Sver-adventurous move for 

MSG and, in spite of 

Following up what is perhaps 

Sn inevitable move away 

From bombastic hard rock, 

ossibly'too'great a change | 

So soor. j 
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GARY NUMAN 
‘Dance’ 

(Beggars Banquet 
BEGA28)***%% 


IF YOU start from the basic 
premise that Gary Numan 
doesn’t ‘have an original idea in 
his head, you should just about 
be par for this course, 

After all, it's the in thing 
now. Even Adam Goddard has 
admitted any ideas he has are 
somebody else's — it's just the 
way he puts ‘em together for 
the masses. He does it well, but 
by gum, | reckon Gal does it 
even better, and with a lack of 
subtlety that is staggering in its 
impudence. 
| mean, picture this rampant 
plagiarism. He's wearing a suit 
for starters (ask Steve Strange 
if it's an Armani) and the make- 
up's by Visageist Richard 
Sharah. He's standing in front 
of Venetian-blind style lighting 
(see Metro, Roxy ad nauseam) 
and looking more like Ronny 
than she does herself. 

As we should all know by 
now, chief guest star hereupon 
is Japan's bassist Mick Karn. 
And if you didn’t know, you 
certainly will on first listen to 
the langorous (eh?) ‘Slowcar To 
China’ or the liquid, spacey 
(what?) ‘Night Talk’. 

Quite simply, they're made by 
Karn’s slinky, sinewy sssensual 
ssssexy (phew!) basslines and 
this seems to overwhelm 
everyone else to the extent that 
they turn out some niftily 
dreamy good music which is 
classic Japan, Gal trying his 
best to emulate Mr Sylvian’s 
silken tones, failing occasionally 
to sustain the mirage by 
breaking into classic 
Numowhine. 

By the time he reaches 
‘Subway Called ‘You’ ’ one fails 
to comprehend how Mick Karn 
can stand there and let him do 
it, but the ever reluctant feeling 
is that yes, it is good — 
sophisticated cool music with 
an Eastern touch. 

Mick disappears from ‘Cry 
The Clock Says’, and it shows. 
In fact, it sounds like something 
he's doing in the bathroom. | 
seem to.recall that Gary once 
called Eno ‘boring’. This track is 
his bittersweet revenge on us 

for Eno calling him names. 
Quite sad really, in mood and in 
intent. 

If you can stand the laughing 
hyena, ‘She's Got Claws’ can 
permeate the same space as 
any classy dance hybrid you'd: 
care to name — it's warmer 
than anything he's previously 
ventured. Spoke too soon — 
‘Crash’ is vintage robo-bore, the 
boy whining about being hung 
up on ‘his age’ and Roger 
Taylor dinosauring on drums. 

“Boys Like Me’ features not 
only Mick, but also Rob Dean 
and Japan PR extraordinaire 
Connie Fillipello, contributing 
some husky Italian whispers as 
the ‘Zara’ of his story — with 
this full complement of Oriental 
influences, it can hardly fail to 
work. 

But from hereon in, as if he 
could see the end of the 
grooves approaching (nearly 
there now), tings go downhill. 
Echoing Karn sax and simple 
Satiesque piano characterises 
the reflective ‘My Brother's 
Time’, but it all seems just too 
simplistic, whereupon we 
descend into the time-honoured 
melodies and disco claptrap of 
“You Are You Are’, Nash the 
Slash on tinny violins. 

But, like all good B-movies, 
he keeps his most cringeworthy 
specimen for the final post — 
the petty, plodding ‘Moral’, 
where he pathetically winges: 
“Those New Romantics are oh 
so boring/! could swear I’ve 
been there once or twice 
before.” Laugh? | nearly 
dressed up in knickerbockers! 
Having pinched their best ideas, 
he grinds the heel in the face. 

This isn’t his ‘Young 
Americans’; this is his ‘shoring 
up failing reputation with 
excellent musicians from fave 
band and ripping them off in 
the process’ album. An empty, 
vessel into which good things 
are poured, that’s our Gal. Just 
a little lad trying to keep up 
with the Joneses 
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Paul Raymond's 
contribution, ‘Never Trust A 
Stranger’ is either wimpy or 
sympathetic — is it going 
too far to say that Barry 
Manilow would be proud of 
it? — depending on your 
relationship with rock 
ballads. ‘Secondary Motion’ 
is pure pop. ‘Looking For 
Love’ is the safest bet here 
but slightly misplaced 
amongst the twanging of the 
heart-strings. 

The oddest thing about 
‘MSG’ is that the word 
‘Group’ has definitely taken 
precedence over the words 
‘Michael Schenker’. 
Schenker's guitar is fairly 
immaculate throughout the 
elpee but certainly not 
dominant — mind you, there 
must be something Strange 
about a production 
technique that causes Cozy 
Powell to sound nothing like 
Cozy Powell. 

Therefore, I'd hazard a 

guess that in a few years 
time, ‘MSG’ will either be 
hailed as a Rock Classic or 
completely forgotten. Taking 
all things into consideration, 
/ rather hope the former to 
be true. 


ROBBI MILLAR 


GARY NUMAN: apply makeup with roller and tray 


